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originally posted on A03 here. 


i've never been to prison, i know very little about the american legal system, and this is all based on one (I) 


inmate's blog i read like a year ago when i first started writing this. i love inaccuracies and being inaccurate :-) 


second half is currently underway € will be added ...... uh, whenever i finish writing the gigantic, filthy, mind- 


blowing prison sex scene you're all waiting for. Imao 


Dave meets Kirk on a Tuesday in late November. 


I's one of the warmest afternoons they've had all month - unusually warm, this late in the season - and 
Dave's leaned up against the far wall, sucking down a cigarette as the sun soaks into his skin It's probably a 
little under sixty degrees, but the cinderblock feels warm pressed up against his back. Some of the other guys 
are tossing a Frisbee to and fro, but no one's bothering him. 

It's peaceful. 

He's content. 

"Hey." 

Ah, fuck 

Maybe if he ignores it, it'll go away. 

"Hey, man. Hey." 

Dave grunts and cracks an eye. Its a new face, one he hasn't seen before. Curly hair, dark eyes. Soft cheeks. 
He looks nervous. 

Dave ashes his cig and huffs a sigh. "Hay is for horses," he mutters. He casts a glance around and sure 
enough, Anselmo and King are standing on the opposite fence, watching like hawks. Might as well be wearing 
fuckin’ opera glasses, with how conspicuous they are. "The fuck d'you want, man?" 

The kid fidgets. "I just- | thought I'd come say hi." 

Oh, great. First day here, and he's already trying to suck up to someone. 

"I'm not interested," Dave says flatly. 

"l'm not-" 

Dave shakes his head. "No. | don't know you, and whatever you're gonna say, | don't wanna hear it" The kid's 
mouth snaps abruptly shut, and Dave takes a long, contemplative drag off his cigarette. "Plus, your shoe's 
untied." 


He watched the guy blink once, gaze darting down to his shoes, then back up when he realizes the joke. 


No shoelaces in here. Duh. 


It's the oldest trick in the book, but Dave still takes perverse pleasure watching the little furrow appear 
between the guy's brows. It's the look of someone who knows he's being made fun of, but doesn't know how to 


respond. 


Before Dave can think better of it, he pushes off from the wall, plants the palm of his hand in the kid's 
sternum, and shoves hard enough to send him stumbling backward. The kid makes a sound like a wounded 
animal as he trips and lands on his ass - a pathetic, whimpering yelp, soft pink mouth dropping open in surprise 
- and stares up at Dave through the hair in his face. His eyes are huge and hurt and entirely 


uncomprehending. 


"See you ‘round," Dave mutters, pulling one last drag off his cigarette before tossing the butt to the ground. 
He saunters off, the gravel crunching beneath the soles of his shitty standard-issue shoes. 


Anselmo's gonna tear the kid to fucking pieces. 


Predictably enough, the newbie goes AWOL for a few days after that. 

His mattress lies empty, sheets still neatly-made from the first night, a few of his meager possessions tucked 
underneath. From his own bunk, Dave has an excellent vantage point to watch as some of the other guys stop 
by to rifle through - he sees one guy leave with the standard-issue bible, one with a bar of soap, another 
with a pair of socks. Fucking vultures. 


Anselmo's still walking around just fine, though. Couple scratches on his knuckles. Nothing new. 


When the kid does finally show back up again, he's got a wicked split lip, a black eye, and a scraped-up cheek 
He walks into the common area with his head down, skinny arms tucked tight to his sides. 


James looks up from his cards and gives a low whistle. "Looks like the bitch fought back." 

The four of them watch from across the room as the kid shuffles mechanically over to his bunk, sits down, 
and stares at his knees. Lars turns to Phil with a raised eyebrow. "You should take better care of your toys," 
he says, amused. 


Anselmo just grunts. "He had it coming. Fuckin’ biter." 


Dave lets his gaze linger a moment longer, then shakes his head. "We gonna play or what?" he mutters, 


slapping a card onto the tabletop. "Five and spades, downtown" 


"What's he in for, anyway?" Dave asks the next morning, squinting across the yard as he lights up a smoke. 


The new kid's sitting on the bleachers on the opposite fence, knees tucked up tight to his chest. The Powers 
That Be still haven't bothered to find him a uniform that fits - thanks to limited inventory in Receiving, a 
titchy guy like him gets stuck with a shirt that gapes open over his collarbones, pant legs that fall down over 
his shoes, and tighty whiteys that ain't so tight. 


Beside Dave, Lars shrugs his shoulders and tugs his toque further down his forehead. Despite the sun, it's a 


cold morning, and Dave can feel his cheeks starting to pinken in the crisp air. 
"Word on the street says carjacking," Lars says with a sniff. 


Dave frowns a little. He drops his gaze to examine his cigarette. "You buy it?" 


"With a babyface like that?" Lars snickers. "Hell nah." 


The kid's first group session goes worse than even Dave could have anticipated. 


Around here, therapy happens every second Wednesday afternoon, and most of the inmates actively look 
forward to it - if not for therapeutic purposes, for the free cup of coffee and an hour off work. There are 


two groups that run back to back, and much to Dave's intrigue, the newbie turns up at his. 


Dave's been around here long enough that he's got group therapy down pat. He never bothers sharing any of 
his feelings beyond a cursory "hello", but he volunteers to set up chairs each week, which curries him a little 
extra favour with the Dr. Araya, anyways. Small demonstrations of cooperation can go a long way in here; 

everyone knows that when it comes down to the line, the professionals are the ones who can really help swing 


a hearing. 


"Mr. Mustaine," the doc calls out in greeting as he enters the gym, clipboard already in hand. "Thought | 
recognized that mane of hair, man. How are you? How's the week been?" 


Dave sets down the chair he'd been carrying. "I'm good, doc," he replies, accepting a cursory handshake. "And 
you? How's the wife?" 


"She's good, man, she's good. Started up at the new job last week and everything. Did you catch the baseball 
game last night?" 


Dave shakes his head, moving to grab another chair from the stack. "Missed it. AMC was playing some kind of 


cowboy movie, | let James take dibs." 


Dr. Araya laughs. "Well, you didn't miss much," he says with a mock grimace, tapping his clipboard against his 
open palm a few times. "The head honcho tells me you got a few new guys last week, any word on how that's 


going?" 

"They're fine," Dave shrugs, "No trouble on our end" 

"Guess I'll find out for myself in-" Araya consults his watch, "-ten minutes anyways, eh?" 
"Lookin! forward to it, doc." 


Araya gives a salute and wanders off again, leaving Dave to finish unfolding the last couple chairs. Sixteen, 


today. Two more than last week. 


The gym itself is dingy and in ill-repair. Other than Araya's weekly sessions, it rarely sees use beyond a 
basketball game or two, and even then, only when the COs are in a good enough mood to moderate; the floors 
haven't been waxed since Dave's been here, and probably much longer. The whole place smells like stale sweat 


and oxidizing metal. 


The first group starts to shuffle in and take their seats a few minutes later, two officers and the doc 
following up the rear. As always, Dave assumes the seat closest to the coffee urn, which is perched on the 
shitty collapsible table he lugged out twenty minutes prior. And as always, Lars assumes the seat on his right 
side. 


The seat on Dave's left is quickly occupied by none other than the new kid himself. He sits down gingerly, as if 
he thinks it's in danger of collapsing under his scrawny ass. Dave resists the urge to snap at him just to 
watch him jump. He crosses his arms over his chest and leans back, planting his legs wide as he slouches into 


the chair and the doc calls the meeting to order. 


Araya's a good fit for this sort of thing. He's a quiet guy with a thick build, an easy smile, and an air of 
outstanding patience. By now, he's been running the weekly sessions for almost two years, and most of the 
inmates have come to respect him - in turn, Araya respects that none of them want to be here, and he 


generally tries to make the process as painless as possible. 


Introductions are the same every week. Name, length of stay to date, something else if you feel like it. It's 
essentially the same script every time, just with slightly different numbers: 


"Lars. Four years, two months." 

"Dave. Eight years, five months, eleven days." 

"Kirk. Ten days. Um, hi." 

Kirk Like Captain fuckin’ Kirk Of course it'd be something like that. 

Dave feels his lip curl in derision for no particular reason whatsoever. 

The kid's face seems to be healing up nicely, but his cheek is still flaky with scabbing on the one side. The 
sickly, pink-yellow bruise seems to curl around his eye socket like a stain. His head turns a little, as if he can 


sense Dave is staring, and they meet eyes. Dave doesn't look away until Kirk does first. 


Most of the session passes uneventfully: there's some chit chat from Araya, some painfully-earnest 


participation from the same three drug addicts as always, and nothing much gets said. Until the doc zeroes in 


on Kirk, that is. 


Araya's not big on singling anyone out, so its a surprise when he looks Kirk straight in the eye and asks, "So, 
how are you finding the adjustment so far?" 


"Oh," Kirk says dumbly. He glances around with that trademark deer-in-the-headlights expression, looking 
skittish. "Well, i-it's fine. Y'know." 


Yeah, right. 

"Have you got a job yet?" 

Kirk ducks his chin and shakes his head, ratty curls falling in his face. 
"How have you been keeping busy?" 

Kirk's voice is quiet when he says, "Comic books." 

"You buy those at the canteen?" 


Kirk doesn't answer. On the other side of the circle, another inmate - Hanneman - starts cracking his right 


knuckles with his thumb, one by one. The sound is crisp in the silence of the room. 


Pop. 


Pop 
Pop 

Kirk's head snaps up. "Stop it," he says. 
Pop 

"Fucking— Cut it out, dickhead!" 


Dave looks up at the outburst. Kirk's staring at Hanneman with wild eyes, the whites showing around his dark 
irises. His hands have curled into fists around the loose fabric at his thighs, and he looks- 


He looks strung tight like tripwire. He looks ready to blow. 


It's enough to make Dave sit up and lean forward, elbows on his knees. This might be the most interesting 


thing to happen in group in about nine months, and he'll be damned if he misses a second of it. 

Too late, Araya tries to defuse the situation "Hey, hey," he raises a hand, "None of that. Kirk, why don't we-" 
"Tell him to stop." 

"Stop what, Kirk?" 

"You know what" 

"Cracking his knuckles?" 


Murderously, Kirk shakes his head. Dave watches Araya's eyes flick between the two men. Behind him, both 
COs have shifted into high alert, stepping in close, hands on their radios. 


To his credit, Hanneman just looks confused 


"Okay," Dr. Araya says, rubbing at his chin. His voice is even, but his brown eyes are uncharacteristically 
nervous, darting around the circle. "Okay, | think we're done for today." 


Between the weirdness in group and whatever went down with Anselmo last week, Kirk ends up sitting alone at 
mealtimes after that. It makes him easy to find, at least. Dave walks up to his table later that night and takes 
a seat beside him, right as he's scooping up a spoonful of baked beans. 

"Did you diddle a kid?" 


Kirk turns to stare at Dave, the spoon in his hand momentarily forgotten. "I- What?" 


"You heard me," Dave crosses his arms, planting one elbow on the table and leaning in. "Children. You into ‘em? 


‘S that what gets you off?" 

Kirk recoils a little, nose scrunching up a little in apparent distaste. "No, man. Not my thing." 

Dave scrutinizes him a moment longer, then shrugs. "Okay. | keep a strict no-pedo policy.” 

Kirk looks back at him for a long moment, then resumes pushing the beans around in his bowl. His curly hair 
bounces a little when he shakes his head. "No, it was, uh- Firearms shit," he mumbles, gaze quickly darting 
sideways. "| was, like, fixing ‘em for cheap in my basement, that kind of thing. Didn't have the papers." 

Dave grunts, cocks his head. "What's that, three years? Four?" 

"Five. Up for parole after the third." 


Hm. Interesting. 


Dave studies him for a second. The kid's entire body is trembling, minutely, like some kind of amped-up 


pomeranian He decides to cut to the chase. "You know how this game works, don't you?" 


Kirk's jaw clenches a little, eyes fixed firmly on his spoon. "Sure," he says. "I help you, you help me." 
Cute. 


Is gonna take a lot more than that for me to come near any of your problems with a ten-foot pole," Dave 


snorts. 


Kirk pauses for a long moment, then exhales through his nose, finally letting the spoon fall with a soft clatter. 
He looks over his right shoulder, then back down, then shakes his head and rolls his eyes. Actually, legitimately 
rolls his eyes, like some kind of snotty teenager. Dave has half a mind to deck him right where he sits. 


‘Ive done this before, okay, man?" Kirk says with a spark of impatience, keeping his voice low. "I-I know how 
this goes. You dip your fingers into my canteen account, | gag on your dick a couple times a week, and you 


make sure | don't get beat to shit again. Right?" 


"More or less." 

"So?" 

"So! what?" 

"So, do we have a deal?" 

Dave gives a noncommittal shrug. "I'll have to think about it." 


Kirk's mouth drops open, brows momentarily drawing together in a frown, but he clearly thinks better of 


protesting. 


"Oh, and one more thing," Dave says as he stands up to leave. He leans in close and pushes a finger into Kirk's 
bony chest. "You ever roll your eyes at me again, and I'll knock your freaky fuckin’ teeth out. Got it?" 


Kirk's mouth snaps shut. "Got it" 


He goes still for a moment, just blinking up at Dave. Then his face twitches, soft lips curling up, and all of a 
sudden the motherfucker is smiling, big and bright and dopey, and he's got this- this /ook in his eyes. 


Vacant. Deranged. Like maybe he's missing a few pieces, or something. 


Dave's still thinking about it when he beats off hard and fast in the bathroom stall that night. 


So maybe the kid's a little whacked. Either that, or he's on something - Dave can't figure out which, and he's 
not terribly invested in finding out. 


For now, he just watches. Waits. Stands by and lets Anselmo hassle the kid a little more, trying to figure out 
what the fuck he's getting himself into. 


Two days after their chat in the mess, the kid brings him a honeybun. 


He walks up to where Dave's watching TV, sets it down on his knee in plain sight of the entire dorm, then walks 


off without another word. 


James barely waits thirty goddamn seconds before he sits forward, tilts his chin towards Kirk's retreating 
form and asks, "Shit, Mustaine, you stickin' your dick in that?" 


Dave gives a vague grunt. "Last time | checked, what | do with my dick is none of your fuckin’ business.” 


He knows if he flat out denies it, Kirk's fucked; if he confirms it, he'll be agreeing to an arrangement without 


knowing the terms. Bit of a gamble on the kid's part, Dave thinks, but a smart way to force his hand. 
Maybe he's not so stupid, after all 


"Bet he sucks it good," Lars chimes in from the opposite couch, like the smarmy asshole he is. "I'm telling you, 
its the crazy ones who always give the best head." 


Dave keeps his eyes fixed on Maury Povich. "Hands to yourself, Ulrich." 


Lars snorts a laugh, but raises his book and continues reading. He doesn't push the issue further - the little 


foreign fucker's smart enough to know when Dave's being serious. 


James points to the honeybun on Dave's knee, the light of the TV reflecting off of its shiny cellophane packing. 
"You gonna eat that?" 


Dave does. He eats it, licks the sugar off the pads of his fingers, and makes damn sure the kid is watching. 


Kirk's bed is along the back wall with all the other new gains, which means It's the shit end of the stick, as far 


as sleeping arrangements go: no windows, no privacy, no designated personal space. 


Dave, on the other hand, has been here long enough that he's been relegated to the corner bunk, which sits on 
a comfortable diagonal along the East wall. The true perks of seniority involve a wall between himself and the 
Bubble, a view of the TV from a reclining position, and an extra few feet of space at the foot of his bed 
where he can put his shit. 


From his bunk, Dave also has a great view of Kirk's. 


Not that the kid really does anything interesting in the course of a day - just huddles on top of the scratchy 
issued blanket with his knees pulled up to his chest, reading the same two comic books over and over again. 
Poor sucker hasn't even gone through work assignment yet; all he seems to do between meals is mope around 


and avoid talking to the other inmates at all costs. 


He's a bit of a fitful sleeper, Dave has noticed. Tossing and turning, kicking his blankets around, trying to 
rearrange his lumpy standard-issue pillow into a remotely comfortable shape. Dave has gotten used to waking 
up in the early morning and spending fifteen minutes just watching Kirk flop around from across the room, the 
hinges of his bunk protesting faintly until the guy who sleeps above him hisses a threat that scares him into 
being still for a few hours. 


Better than comedy television, honestly. If Kirk really has done time before, it sure as shit doesn't show. Dave 
figures wherever he was last must've been some really cushy, high-end juvie joint - or the ding wing, his mind 
helpfully supplies - because this is minimum security, and he still walks around like he's got a taser aimed at 


his ass at all times. 


But Dave digresses. Right now it's one AM, and he's just trying to read his book in peace. He's back to Of Mice 
and Men this week. It ll be his sixth time through. 


As usual, it's the creaking of hinges that grabs his attention, sure enough, it's Kirk again, back to rolling around 
in his bunk. Dave licks his thumb and turns the page. This scene in the barn always gets to him - of Lenny, 
too strong and stupid for his own good, choking the life out of some innocent farm girl without even knowing it. 
Brutal stuff. 

The creaking carries on. 

Dave exhales a sigh through his nose and absently rubs his forehead. 

Still creaking. 

Quieter, now. 


Oddly rhythmic. 


"Jesus," Dave mutters under his breath. He slips his thumb between the pages and looks up, glasses slipping 
down his nose as he clicks his puny reading light off and peers into the dark. 


Across the room, he catches the glint of a pair of eyes. Dave pushes his glasses back up to see better. 


Kirk's staring back at him, all right. His dark eyes have a glassy quality in the dark, and they're wide open, fixed 
directly on Dave. He's lying on top of his blankets with his hand between his legs. 


"Jesus," Dave repeats, disgusted. He doesn't look away. 


The kid doesn't stop, either - keeps working himself, fist tugging slow and steady, staring unblinkingly back at 


Dave from across the room. 


Dave wants to be repulsed. It's a little sick, a little dirty. If anyone else woke up right now, Kirk'd be a red stain 


on the concrete floor. 
But no one else is awake, are they? 


It's just the two of them, in the dark, with the moon spilling in across the floor and the dim, golden light from 
the Bubble filtering over the wall. 


Dave licks his lips. If he focuses hard enough, he thinks he can hear the kid's breathing. Stuttery and drawn- 
out, with that telltale ragged edge. 


His cock twitches in his thin cotton pants. 


He couldn't go over there right now, even if he wanted to. Too much noise. Too much movement. But he's 


thinking about it, anyways. If they weren't in the dorm right now.. 


Shit, Dave'd be tempted to fuck that kid up bad. He'd walk over there, grab him by the shoulders and bend him 
over the nearest hard surface, just to teach him a lesson Stick three fingers in his mouth to get ‘em wet. 
Stretch him out in a hurry. Shove in raw. Ride his bony ass hard from behind and make those big brown eyes 


water, make him fucking scream, make him come until he was shaking and begging for more, make him- 
Across the room, Kirk's hand picks up speed. The creaking gets a little louder, a little more pronounced. He's 
still locked onto Dave like they're in a staring contest, and Dave doesn't even bother pretending he's not staring 
right back. 

He just watches, and waits, and wonders what the fuck he's getting himself into. 

Even from this distance, the way Kirk stiffens when he comes is unmistakable. His mouth drops open and he 
turns half his face into the pillow, back arching up, and Dave swears he can fucking see the way the kid 
shudders, the hinges of his bunk hiccupping along. 


His gaze doesn't leave Dave's. 


Even after Dave puts his book away and rolls over, facing the wall, he's convinced he can still feel Kirk staring 


at him. 


If we're gonna do this," Dave tells him the next afternoon, "You're gonna have to learn to be a lot more fuckin’ 


discrete." 

Kirk looks up at him from where he's sitting in the gravel, back curled up against the concrete wall of Dorm B. 
He raises a hand to shield his eyes from the cold glare of the sun. "Oh," he says, mouth hanging open a litte. 
"Okay." 


"Bunks are off-limits, you hear me? No more weird exhibitionist bullshit. If you need to jack off, use the fuckin’ 
bathroom stall like everyone else." 


"Okay." 


"| mean it, motherfucker. I've got two years left in here, and another hearing coming up in six months, and l'm 


not about to throw any of it away ‘cause your little twink ass wants to get up to some kinky shit” 
"Okay" 

"Okay? What are you, a fuckin’ robot?" 

Kirk grins, shakes his head. "Sorry. Alright. But we- It's a deal?" 

Dave crosses his arms. "Yeah," he says, "Its a deal. Whatever. I'l come find you later" 


"Okay," the kid says again. Still smiling. His tongue flits out across his lower lip, soft and pink. "Looking forward 
to it" 


Dave just shakes his head and walks off. 


